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spectres in'" Robert le Diable." The cold blue-white tombs and
gravestones now in deep shade, the hundreds of long tapers
lighted in anticipation of the night procession, the glowing
fires of the cafes under the long sweeping olive-boughs, formed
an ensemble of color and mystery that seemed quite unreal.
All the savage elements of the Mohammedan religion were
there unchanged, and many of the devout believers would have
asked nothing better than a pretext to annihilate the few Euro-
peans present who were lost in the crowd of burnooses and
hai'ks. A proof of this is an incident of which an acquaintance
of mine, a photographer, was the hero. While taking instan-
taneous groups one morning, when the cemetery was crowded,
he became the object of invectives from all sides, for he hap-
pened to be the only foreigner then present. He continued'
his work, trying to make them understand what it meant, but
he was only answered by a shower of stones, while others
rushed on him with sticks, with which they dealt him several
blows, and his camera was broken. His life was only saved, in
all probability, by a stalwart negro, over six feet in stature,
whom he had employed to carry his apparatus, and who bela-
bored some of the offenders unmercifully while the hated Chris-
tian made his escape.

They have a particular dislike to the camera, and have be-
come acquainted with the noise of an instantaneous shutter, as
the reader may infer from the above. A colonist who had lived
in Algeria for forty years told me how he passed a good deal of
his time among this people, how he had visited the sheiks in
their- houses and others in their tents, how he had been wild-
boar hunting and partridge shooting with them, how 'hospitable
they had been, inviting him to spend the night under their
tents and partake of their food. But when it came to a ques-
tion of making everlasting friends, he was told plainly that we